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to hear in the Circus, especially when they'd been drinking—
and Mr. Cask never touches a drop—terrible rows all the time
over politics; but it never bothered mel They like having their
ideas, men do—it makes them feel—you know! And if you
contradict them, like you must have contradicted him, it makes
them obstinate and they go and do just what he's done, to make
you feel—you know!"
It indeed seemed difficult for Jenny even to begin to say all
she knew, and her tragic expression ruffled the maternal com-
placency of her friend's face.	.v^
"Neither you," she began, "nor anyone else knows anything
about Claudius and me, so the sooner this silly talk stops the
better! We've worked together for years, helping—oh! no
one will ever know how many people! It's been my life to carry
out his plans—all for helping people, and helping them in sen-
sible, practical ways. He's been silly about it sometimes, I know,
and people have been ungrateful, but we've gone on, gone on for
years and years, steadily and in spite of everybody. It's—
brought—us—nearer—together—than anyone has any idea
of. And now—for a mere fancy, and to spite Dumbell, whom
nobody, not even his wife, takes seriously, he goes and throws
it all up! Do you know what he says now? No, you don't
know; and none of you know, and none of you want to know!
He says that charity's no good, that helping people's no
good, that the only cure for everything is to become a Com-
munist. And it isn't as if the Communists want him. They
don't! I know them. I've heard them talking to him. They're
all for destroying things, for changing everything, and they
stick at nothing! They don't want a man like Claudius who
wouldn't hurt a fly. I tell you I know them and they're only
playing with him and using him. Think of their letting him—
a man like that and with a position like his—work in a coal-
yard till he ruins his health. Is that their way of changing things ?
It'll kill him. That's all it will do. And—everything—will-
be—the same—and he'll be dead. That's their precious
'Movement,* as they call it. Oh! it makes me sick to talk of
it. Here were we two, working to help people, not for any
silly idea, like what your drunken Circus-men quarrel about,
but just to help them, and then Dumbell must come with
his nonsense, that none of us have ever taken seriously—
and—so—it—all happened—but what none of you under-
30

